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for the pieces of meat?
For whom is this battle?
Who will eat
the poisonous fruit?
Whose eyes' feast is this?
Who are those mental patients?
What can they enjoy
who die here?
What can even those
who survive enjoy?
How can the future generations
be happy
and how can they advance
on the way, filled with bones?
Whoever wins here,
at the end, the result is the same,
only that will remain
are the pyre-flames of sorrow.
Defeated in the battle,
that ought to be lost,
gone to the bottom
of the dark depths of decadence,
who needs victory?
The way has no turn.
There is no door of light
for that prison of dark curtains.
Where will be that uprightness
for which this battle stands?
In which sleep of forgetfulness
will it see cowardly dreams?
When ail our hopes
turn into despair,
when all our joys
become jokes,
when all our greetings
become mourning.